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TO A YOUNG SEQUOIA 


By GRACE WALLACE 


Written on the occasion of the planting of a young tree in the 
Hollywood Bowl, in honor of Mrs. Warren Harding, by the 
Camino Real Chapter of the D. A. R. 


When an age, or two, has gone. 
Little empress of the trees, 
Pearled in dew from sunset seas, 
Nature made thee for a sign 
She would wipe out sense of time 
From our vision, choked and wound 
And engulfed in sight and sound. 
Mistress of high silences, 
Queen of all the mountain-trees, 
Thy verdant spire, whence song-birds flit, 
Weill strive to clasp the Infinite, 
And gaze with questing look uplift 
To bluest sky of white cloud-drift. 
All that long hence. Now, all we see i 
Is just a little wondering tree, ii | 
Very wistful, shy and lone, ii 
Wishing she were fully grown! 
Never mind, dear little Tree, 
A thousand years, and you will be 
Grown-up — middle-aged perchance; 
Then if these hills have ’scaped mischance, 
On your bosom you will wear 
A grav n device of honour rare; 
And passers to the mountain-Bowl 
Will read, and pay an eager toll 
Of rev’rence for the woman's soul 
Who inspired the living scroll. 
Tree, let beauty image her, 
Thy spire point to that far star 
W here her wise soul will have flown, 
And thou guard st her name alone, 
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Copyright, 1924. Photograph by Geo. Brookwell 


ROAD TO THE BOWL—OvER WHICH NEARLY ONE-QUARTER MILLION PEOPLE 
PASSED DURING THE BOWL CONCERTS OF 1924 


A road grown dear 
To thousands— 
And dearer still will grow 
As years pass by. 
—G. B. 
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SUNRISE SERVICE IN THE HOLLYWOOD BOWL 


By WILusIE MARTIN 


N EASTER SUNRISE SERVICE in 

the Hollywood Bowl is an experi- 

ence never to be forgotten. The 

glow and the inspiration of it abide 

with one for many a year. It may 
well be reckoned one of life’s mountain peak 
experiences. In that quiet hour a nobler 
faith is begotten in God, there comes to one 
a new confidence in the universe, and one 
senses afresh the glory of humanity and the 
deep meaning of his own life. 


There are many factors that blend together 
to produce this effect: 


There is the factor of the unusual. The 
temple of worship is the temple of the open 
spaces. [The walls and buttresses are the 
everlasting hills, while the dome is the far 
reach of the sky. Beneath one’s feet is the 
pungent earth for a pavement. Soft and 
vagrant winds are the incense bearers filling 
all the temple with the fragrances of the 
spring and the morning. Waiting there in 
the amphitheatre carved out by the enginery 
of the Almighty one feels a kinship with all 
the processes of the Divine. 


There is the factor of the morning. Early 
morning worship has a quality that is never 
obtained at any other time. It has a note 
of faith that is peculiarly its own. The hour 
of the dawn is for most folks a time of uplift. 
A new day has something of the divine and 
holy in its birth. If a man has any power 
of perception or any depth of being, he i3 
always deeply stirred by the coming of the 
sun. ‘The advent of light from the caverns 
of the night is a mystical thing. To have 
seen the day break in splendor anywhere, be 
it in city street or country lane, is to have 
beheld the trailing garments of Divinity. 
‘The very going of the shadows and the com- 
ing of the sunlight renew in men’s hearts a 
feeling of hope and courage, and enable 
them to face the day with smiling faces and 
hearts of cheer. Morning speaks a language 
of loveliness. It tells of life and heroic 
deeds. So a spiritual service at dawn is set 
in an atmosphere of grace and aspiration and 
all the orchestra of nature is sounding an an- 
them of hope. 


But the deepest significance comes because 
it is Easter Morning. Easter is the day of 
life. Easter is the day of victory. It is the 
day when our fears are scattered, our tears 
are dried, and our hearts are filled with a 
holy confidence. It is the time for fragrance 
and beauty. It is the day for flowers and 


music. ‘Christ is risen!’’ Humanity is not 
bound for the night but for the day. Life is 
not a tragedy, but a triumph. The shadows 
are gone and men are walking the Dawn 
Road of a noble Hope, for it is Easter Morn- 
ing. The first element in greatness is an 
ability to believe nobly. Easter is a day 
when a noble belief possesses us. So it is 
with a sense of expectancy, the expectancy 
of hope and religious aspiration that thou- 
sands gather “while it is yet dark” in the 
Hollywood Bowl. ‘There is a reverent hush 
over all that gathering throng, it is the hush 
and quietness that come out of an exalted 
spiritual mood. Men are noisy and raucous 
in the presence of the cheap and the trivial, 
but lifted up to that plane where God dwells 
nobility of purpose and expression will be 
manifest. In such an atmosphere applause 
seems an impertinence. ‘The peace of heart 
is too deep and the joy too overflowing for 
any vaudeville expression of appreciation. 
Men speak in that hour a language of thank- 
fulness that cannot be expressed by the hands 
or put into words. 


Something beautiful happens when a hand- 
ful gather together on Easter Morning to 
praise God for His goodness. But when that 
handful has become a multitude, there is an 
indescribable inspiration. It is as if every 
man’s faith had kindled afresh every other 
man’s faith. Brought together, the tiny long- 
ings of men make a mighty cable of aspira- 
tion. Each man comes with a hope that is 
all his own and lo, a miracle has taken 
place! There is a great golden bridge over 
which all do walk. There is a wonderful 
inspiration in fellowship. I have never felt 
it more powerfully operative than in the 
Easter Sunrise Service in the Hollywood 
Bowl. It is the message of democracy at its 
best. It is a message to men of faith in each 
other and faith in God. To have felt it once 
is to have planted ‘a surer foot upon the 
sun road.” 


Easter is a day for noble music. The best 
is heard that morning in the Hollywood 
Bowl. But here again the spiritual note is 
dominant. Great artistry is shown in the 
work of the orchestra and the soloists. But 
something more than the art sense is fed by 
the music of the hour, for it serves to create 
a spiritual atmosphere and satisfy deep re- 
ligious yearnings. So in a true way the 
music becomes like manna to the hungry soul. 
It is fitting, therefore, that the call to wor- 
ship should be made by the golden tones of 
the trumpets. There is a thrilling feeling of 
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unity and uplift that comes when the vast 
assemblage joins in singing the great hymns 
of hope that have sustained and inspired 
many generations. Perhaps the most unfor- 
gettable feature is the living cross made by 
the Children’s Chorus on the hillside. The 
sweet voice of childhood opens a way into 
the very heart of peace. Bitterness, sin and 
self-seeking are purged out of our hearts, 
while kindness, love and humility do pos- 
sess us. 


Reverently the Easter Story is read, and 
the Scripture is never more pregnant with 
life and hope than in the light of Easter 
Morning in the Hollywood Bowl. There is 
a prayer voicing the yearnings, the faith, the 
thanksgiving of the multitude that is like a 
golden chain binding all to the feet of God. 
Easter in the Hollywood Bowl is a service of 
worship, and not a spectacle. It has never 
been made a parade ground for the famous 
nor a stairway for the ambiticus. It has 
been a community affair. Hollywood has re- 
ligion and prophets of the spiritual. It is a 
tradition that one of these shall bring a brief 
and throbbing message of the glory of life, 
to the end that all shall be enabled to go 
forth with a new vision and a new purpose. 


It all climaxes in a benediction exalting 
the Risen Lord. The multitude streams out. 
The Sunrise service is done. But there is a 
new light in men’s faces, a new song on 
men’s lips, a new courage in men’s hearts, 
for it is Easter Morning and the touch of 
the Divine is on every life. 
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MRS. WAKEMAN’S STORY 


HE most delightful experience in all 

my life has been my connection with 

the “Bowl,” and the glory of it, with 

all its possibilities, is beyond my pow- 
ers to describe, and if more people would 
see it as I do, we should never have another 
difficulty in doing the great things conceived 
and planned by Mrs. J. J. Carter. It has 
made me think of the beautiful Eastertide 
days in my native land. We could not cele- 
brate them out of doors as we do here, but 
in the home and in our churches we made 
them as beautiful as we could, and it all 
seems like a beautiful dream, but in celebrat- 
ing them as we do here, in the eternal hills 
of our Bowl, I feel we are blessed beyond 
measure. 

I think of those children coming from our 
Hollywood homes where the best things are 
treated with reverence, getting out of their 
warm beds in the very early hours of Easter 
morning and forming the white cross, the 


symbol of all the best in our lives, on that 
green and brown hillside, and their fresh 
young voices singing the song which will 
last as long as time. 

I have only missed one Easter morning 
service since the first one held on Olive Hill, 
and I intend to be at this one, though I can 
neither walk nor fly, but I have some kind 
friends who will be my feet on this occasion, 
and while I cannot get around at all, I am 
still working for the Bowl, and have sold 
twenty $10 tickets so far for the summer 
concerts, and as long as I am spared [I shall 
do all I can to promote the interests cf the 
Bowl—Hollywood’s greatest asset. 

Eprtor’s Note.—This wonderful woman who 
has written the above is nearly ninety years old. 
She recently broke her hip, and this has prevented 
her tireless activity cf other days. The ‘Bowl’ 
has never had a warmer friend or more faithful 
supporter, and no one person has sold as many 
summer concerts tickets as she did in former 


years. We honor her as a great woman for this 
and her many other fine qualities. 
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As the last rays of the 
setting sun touch the 
hilltops surrounding the 
“Bowl,” in a nearby can- 
yon the towers adorning 
the Pilgrimage Play en- 
trance catch the light and 
are outlined against the 


rugged hillside beyond. 
Here and there a light 
twinkles into being as the 
short twilight dies, and 
soon the beautiful setting 
of this unique playhouse 
is aglow with soft light, 
making the winding path 
through the green grass 
and flowering shrubs 


seem a pathway to fairy 
land. 


The audience, gather- 
ing leisurely and quietly, 
is apparently already in 
tune with the impressive 
portrayal of the Christ 
life. soon to be wit- 
nessed. The noise and 
hilarity usually attendant 
upon such gatherings is 
notably absent, and a rev- 
erent, thoughtful mien is 
apparent. 
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PILGRIMAGE PLAY 













Copyright, 1925. 


Later, when seated in 
the auditorium with the 
sky for a roof and the 
backdrop of the stage a 
hillside, the present is lost 
sight of in the realism of 
the Oriental setting and 
costuming, and for the 





time being the audience is 
in Palestine, sharing with 
the companions of Jesus 
the joy of His presence 
and the grief at His 
death. . 


Five seasons have not 
dulled the interest in this 
great play, and night 
after night the able cast 
of players is greeted by 
crowded houses. 


The earthly life of 
Christine Wetherill Ste- 
venson, whose wonderful 
vision and tireless effort 
made possible this play, 
has ended, but her influ- 
ence for good lives on in 
the Pilgrimage Play of 
Hollywood. 


—E.D.P.B. 


Photograph by Geo. Brookwell 
By Courtesy of Pilgrimage Play 


A Reverent Portrayal of Christus—in The Pilgrimage Play— 
By Henry Herbert. 
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ENTRANCE TO THE OUTDOOR THEATRE OF THE PILGR 
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Photograph by 


Geo. Brook 





well 





NALLOONOT AIG OL UAAN AONAMAMKY NV ‘“p76l “TMOG GOOMATIOH, NI AOIAWAS ASIUNNS AALSV] 
t2, “]amyoorg *oay tq ydvasojoygd “paqysakdoy) 


HS 


On ee) 


SAT 
ae geet 24 : 


WM 
XQ 
= 
et 
O 
A 
° 
O 
iS 
> 
— 
4 
° 
rr 


Page Eight 





<= = — Ses =2 


lenteneetee 


cc — 





HOLLYWOOD CHIMES Page Nine 


ALIGE-GENTLE 


LICE GENTLE, born and 

“raised” in Kansas, began her 

career in the church choir. 

This was the first rung of the 

ladder, and after much hard 
work, that only genius knows, she ar- 
rived in New York and a place in 
the Metropolitan Opera House. She 
was soon recognized by Oscar Ham- 
merstein, whose eagle eye recognized 
the superb. mezzo-soprano voice. Bril- 
liant beauty, vivacity and zest to learn, 
to achieve, displayed by the young lady 
from the corn belt, could not remain 
hidden. 


The intervening years have been 
spent on the stages of the great opera 
houses of the world — La Scala in 
Milan, the Colon, Buenos Ayres; Met- 
ropolitan Opera, New York; with 
several seasons at the summer opera 
at Ravinia Park, Chicago, and trans- 
continental tours of the Scotti Opera 
Company. 


It is the emotional roles which Alice 
Gentle fills to her greatest triumph. 
She is considered one of the most won- 
derful Carmens, and is freely men- 
tioned in comparison with Calve and 
other famous impersonators of that 
colorful character. She is a splendid 
actress as well as an artistic singer— 
she is that superb combination, the 
“singing actress.” 


“An indomitable, unalterable faith 
in yourself is the first requisite of any 
young singer,” says Miss Gentle. 
“And remember, it isn’t the amount of 
training you go through,’ it’s the 
amount that goes through you.” 


“T started in the chorus and then 
played for two years in comic opera. 
The chorus was invaluable. I went 
into it a Wooden Indian and came out 
a Human Being!” 


“T didn’t know what to do with my 
hands and feet, and I was actually 
scared into imbecility when I went on 
the stage. My head whirled in one 
direction, and everything else in the 
other. But the ideal was there before 
me, greater even than my terror, and 
that has brought me to the top—the 
urge is still there, and so are the 
ideals, so I’m still climbing, and so I 
shall always climb!” 


Miss Gentle is living in Hollywood 
for the summer, and will be the solo- 
ist in the Hollywood Bowl Easter 


ALICE GENTLE, AT HoME IN HOLLywoop, 
CALIFORNIA 


service. She will sing the “Inflammatus” from 
Rossini’s “Stabat Mater,” with the accompaniment 
of a symphony orchestra. 
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THE LIVING CROSS 





Tue HuMAN Cross—THE CHILDREN’s CHORUS—Huco KIRCHHOFER, DIRECTOR. 
HoLLywoop Bow. SUNRISE SERVICE, 1924 





_ -____.—__ — @___ 


HOLLYWOOD CHIMES 


Page Eleven 


THE LIVING CROSS 


By Maup L, SKEEN 


In the majestic stillness of the early morn- 
ing, with silent tread, the throng assembles, 
moved as by one impulse that is sacred and 
holy. They come, the people come, passing 
like shadows of the night into the sacred 
shrine—a temple which no man has builded, 
set eternally in the hills. 


The silent perfume of the grasses, the 
quivering tender leaves, the delicate crimson 
in the east, all bear messages of light and 
life. The crimson grows more crimson; the 
night is past, the day has come. They wait 
—the multitude waits, and as the first sun- 
beam touches the empty cross on the distant 
hill, and floods the earth with light, the 
living cross unfolds before them—a cross 
whose pulsing heart is the pure, unsullied 
faith of little children, singing the tri- 
umphant song of the resurrection. No more 
beautiful or touching symbol of the new life 
was ever enacted as hundreds of little chil- 
dren, forming the Greek cross, at the signal 
drop their outer wraps and, standing dressed 
in white, burst forth as it were out of the 
night, singing “Christ the Lord Is Risen 
Today,” with its hallelujah ending. This 
scene and message has gone round the earth 
and become a beautiful tradition, without 
which no Easter sunrise service in the Hol- 
lywood Bowl will ever be complete. 


This youthful group of singers is the out- 
growth of the community ideals of Holly- 
wood, which have found expression in the 
spontaneous support of a Children’s Chorus. 
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For a number of years Hugo Kirchhofer, 
a princely song leader, and his gifted accom- 
panist, Inez Jacobson, have given their serv- 
ices that this beautiful ideal might live. It 
has found its way into the hearts of the com- 
munity, and this season the Woman’s Club 
of Hollywood, the Friends of Music, the 
Community Chorus, the Opera Reading Club 
and many private individuals are sponsor- 
ing its every need. 


It is a democratic organization, open and 
free to all children of Hollywood and vicin- 
ity. Their rehearsals consist of one hour 
of intensive training each week, in which 
proper phrasing, articulation, breath control, 
proper voice placement and concentration 
are carefully watched. Each week a tal- 
ented child artist is presented, which gives 
the children a brief period of relaxation and 
inspiration. 


Fortunate indeed is the child who finds it 
possible to receive an early training under 
the painstaking care of a director like Hugo 
Kirchhofer, a man who loves children and 
understands their every mood, and, above 
all, knows the technique of his profession in 
a way that is unique. 


Eprtor’s Nort.—Mrs. Maud IL. Skeen, the reat 
organizer and manager of the Children’s Chorus, 
is entitled to a large share of the credit for the 
fine results each year. Without her diligent atten- 
tion to the business end, the Chorus would have 
slim chance of living. She, with her able com- 
mittee and the director and accompanist, has made 
this fine thing possible. 


cae 


“THES LOOM OF; LIFE” 


By WARNER VAN VALKENBURG 


I stand beside the loom and ply 
My shuttle with a watchful eye; 
Designs I weave from patterns in the sky. 


Sometimes the strands are brightest shade, 


The woof, sometimes, is colored jade; 
A ghast,I see the fabric I have made. 


But, I my busy shuttle ply, 
My place you couldn't beg nor buy; 
I'll weave the best I can, until I die. 
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“FRIENDS OF MUSIC” 


By Irs FOUNDER-PRESIDENT, ARTIE MASON CARTER 





Photo by Cooley, L. A. 


ARTIE MASON CARTER 


Joined hands! What cannot they accom- 
plish? Hundreds of joined hands have built 
in Hollywood Bowl, that intangible, power- 
ful Something which draws countless thou- 
sands back again and again into our hills, 
to quiet themselves in that invisible Cathe- 
dral whose spires rise as high as human 
thoughts aspire, and whose walls embrace 
the earth and all mankind. Hands, working 
separately, could not build even a material 
edifice of stick or stone; unity of thought and 
purpose succeeded, and created an Easter 
Sunrise Service and a “Symphony under the 
Stars; 


Joined hands! ‘Today, Friends of Music 
invites the entire community to join hands in 
its friendly circle, to have a part in the im- 
measurable good it can do, with enough 
hands, helping. 


Friends of Music came into being Febru- 
ary 2, and is exactly what its name indi- 
cates, a group which is to extend a friendly 


hand to all community musical endeavor, 
The organization is an outgrowth or reach- 
ing out toward greater usefulness of the 
Music Department of the Woman’s Club of 
Hollywood. It is an effort to live up to what 
Mrs. Lyons, President, National Federation 
of Music Clubs, says: “What we know, we 
owe.” 


For the present, Friends of Music chooses 
to help the Children’s Chorus, Hollywood 
Community Orchestra, Easter Sunrise Serv- 
ice, Christmas Service, and Summer Concerts. 
These, all grown out of the Community 
Chorus, represent the flower of communal 
life in Hollywood, and it is with the idea 
of working hand in hand with the Com- 
munity Chorus that Friends of Music adopts 
them as their “godchildren” also. 


Already the Community Orchestra has 
played the most artistic and triumphant con- 
cert of its career, on March 6, in the beauti- 
ful Woman’s Club auditorium, Jay Plowe 
conducting. ‘This event typifies the aims of 
Friends of Music, for the artists were paid, 
but the doors were open to the public. 


Thus Friends of Music are seeking to 
bring music back to its rightful place in our 
daily lives; music should be a spiritual 
experience rather than a social or commercial 
thing. Just as we enter freely the doors of a 
cathedral where our soul receives light, so 
must our doors be opened for all to enter 
freely and seek the benediction which music 
gives! 


What abler hands could we have joined 
with ours than those gifted pianistic ones of 
our President, Celeste Nellis-Ryus? With 
our fine ofhcers and chairman, we seem des- 
tined to achieve our altruistic aims—“to be 
helpful, to be useful, to be generous—to 
make Hollywood a happier community.” 


Through Mrs. Ralph Waldo Bucknam, 
chairman of “Unused Tickets,” music lovers 
will hear music they otherwise would miss, 
on tickets bought and discarded by wealthier 
patrons. Through Mrs. Ryus and her com- 
mittee, and Mrs. Hugo Boorse and hers, in- 
cluding Fannie Dillon, Gertrude Ross, Sol 
Cohen, Ann Priscilla Risher and Charles 
Wakefield Cadman, the young and unknown 
artist and composer will be heard and en- 
couraged. 


During these past years of pioneering, 
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when Hollywood was awakening to herself, 
I have longed continually for a broader cir- 
cle, a joining of hands to lessen the indi- 
vidual burden and to increase our usefulness. 
So we stretch out our hands from the 
Woman’s Club, we Friends of Music, to 
you, Community Chorus, to you, Opera 
Reading Club, who so liberally held a gift- 
check in your open palms, and to you, music 
lovers, wherever you are in our community! 


ot alee 4 le ome 





CELESTE NELLIS-RyuUSs 
President of “Friends of Music” 
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Put your hands into ours, heartily, that we 
may build for the future! 


Ideals must be housed: let us begin plan- 
ning today for our Temple at the Bowl. 
A community which is working to produce 
Beethoven’s immortal Ninth Symphony (un- 
der Mrs. Frank Compton), and which is 
approaching its Festival Year of Summer 
Concerts, can achieve anything—with Joined 
Hands! 
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THE 
HOLLYWOOD 
CHOIR 


Sponsored by the “Friends of 
Music,” a new organization, with 
high ideals and noble purpose, 
has recently come into being. 
Starting with a group of experi- 
enced singers, they are adding 
to their number from time to time 
those whose musical training 
has been such as to fit them for 
part singing in ensemble work, 
and whose tone quality will be 
an addition to the whole. It is 
in no sense a training class for 
singers “in the rough,” but 
rather an organization which 
will appeal to those who, with 
a few rehearsals, can do the 
choral part in symphonies and 
music of like nature acceptably. 
The able director of this choral 
is Squire Coop, Dean of Music 
of the U. C. S. A. Mrs. Frank 
Compton is the chairman, and 
arrangements may be made 
through her, or the director, for 
voice tests. Rehearsals are held 
each Friday evening in the old 
auditorium of the High School, 
The indications are that Holly- 
wood will have reason to be 
proud of this, its youngest mu- 
sical organization. 


Ex D.2.B: 
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Published Every Once in a While by the Hollywood Community Chorus 
HoLLywoop, CALiForNIA, U. S. A. 


Editors: 
GEORGE BROOKWELL EpNA D. P. BROOKWELL 


Business Manager: Davi T. Evans 


THESE CHIMES are set ringing from time to time, inspired by the members of the Chorus 
themselves, who have achieved, and will achieve, great things in this community, 


: At her request, owing to pressure of other business and temporary indisposition 
ii caused by overwork, Mrs. Lynda Hall Sims, the editor-in-chief of the last two num- 
bers of this magazine, was relieved of responsibility at this time. The committee 
:: in charge has endeavored to maintain the high standard of excellence which she 
:} created, and regret very much the loss of her valuable leadership. 
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SING NOTES 


Work being done by the Community Sing 
is just as popular as ever, although the all- 
sing nights do not bring the crowds as do 
the other evenings with the regular program. 
The people voted by a large majority for 
these all-sing nights, but it has become quite 
evident that they do not appeal as strongly 
as the special feature nights. 





The splendid work being done by our new 
President, Mrs. Norton, is bringing about a 
general co-operation among the general ofh- 
ciate. She is so generous and able, giving 
everybody more than their due. This makes 
for a harmonious enthusiasm not common, 
and the “‘Sing”’ is in safe hands. 





A few weeks ago, the feature of the eve- 
ning was a trained canary bird, scheduled 
to sing “Yankee Doodle” to tune and time. 
A very skeptical crowd was in attendance, 
and, much to the surprise of everyone, the 
results were above question, and the prom- 
ise of a real treat was in no degree exag- 
gerated. The little bird did all and more 
than we were promised, and “as clear as a 
bird” was demonstrated for most of us for 
the first time in our life, and in a very beau- 
tiful way. The true lyric notes sung with- 
out a fault seem impossible; indeed, many in 
the audience thought it was some clever 


Photo by Mojonier 
Mrs. BuRDETTE NoRTON 
President of Community Sing 





whistler setting a pattern for the bird, and 
then the performance was over. 


One sing night in February our sing was 
hostess to the sings of neighboring towns— 
Venice, Sherman, Alhambra, Santa Monica 
and others were guests, and each took part 


in the program of the evening. A quartet of 
Welsh singers from an organization of 
Welsh musicians of Los Angeles sang sevy- 
eral numbers, and a strong quartet from 
Oxnard showed us that they are by no means 
behind the times. The Community Orches- 
tra of Glendale contributed several numbers. 


—_ 
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We are still without Grandma Wake- 
man’s inspiring presence, although she is 
well enough, with assistance, to attend other 
meetings, and could attend the “Sings” were 
it not for the steep flight of steps in front of 
our auditorium. Others are kept away for 
the same reason. What can we do about it? 


On Saturday evening, March 20th, the Al- 
hambra sing was hostess to sings of the sur- 
rounding towns. About 100 of our sing were 
able to attend, but blowouts and blowups 
caused some to be fashionably late. Might 
it not have been intentional, that the’ spring 
hats may be given a fair show? It is said 
that Hollywood now sets the pace in style for 
the world. 


The strong man act with which we were 
wont to start our performances is now a 
thing of the past. Our piano hoisters must 
keep their muscles in shape in some other 
way, for we now have a beautiful piano 
which lives on the stage. This piano was 
presented to the Hollywood High School 
through the courtesy of the Community Sing 
and the Fitzgerald Music Company, and was 
dedicated with fitting ceremony early this 
year, on one of the regular sing nights. 


Since the last issue of this magazine, the 
sing has moved into the new auditorium. 
We have more room and better ventilation, 
and also less indigestion among the members, 
now that we can finish our dinners properly 
and still be able to get a seat without being 
obliged to park on the steps three-quarters 
of an hour before time for the doors to open. 


Our Community Sing shared with the Hol- 
lywood High School the expense of placing 
the tablet in the vestibule of the auditorium, 
which states that this building is a memo- 
rial to Hollywood High School boys who 
served under the colors in the late war and 
who did not return. They were our boys, and 
it is our wish to help keep their memory 
green. 


Our President, Mrs. Norton, has a plan 


whereby the members of the “sing” may be 
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a help to tourists who visit our city. She 
has appointed Mrs. David T. Evans chair- 
man of a committee which will arrange to 
register tourists with a view to forming an 
organization, with its own officers, who will 
plan trips to the old Missions, the Mission 
Play, and other attractions, perhaps making 
it possible through co-operation to obtain 
reduced rates and better transportation. 


Mrs. Rose Bryant, chairman of the floral 
committee, requests that all who can con- 
tribute lilies for decorating the Bowl on 
Easter morning will, if possible, deliver them 
to her home, at 1723 McCadden Place, or to 
the Bowl, the day before Easter. She is 
planning to present flowers to tourists as they 
pass out of the Bowl. Other flowers besides 
lilies will be acceptable, also greenery. If it 
is impossible to deliver them, please tele- 
phone her at Granite 8475, and she will ar- 
range to have them called for. 


Should our genial, versatile Director be so 
unfortunate as to fall from the roof of his 
new home while up there viewing the 
weather situation down Catalina way, break- 
ing his directing arm, being therefore 
obliged to carry that member in a sling, all 
would not be lost, for as long as his index 
finger was left intact we could follow beau- 
tifully and all come out together in the end. 


Miss Sonya Michell, a late arrival to swell 
the fast growing colony of artists in Holly- 
wood, thrilled the audience with her playing 
at the “Sing” on March 31st. She has been 
heard in concert in London, Paris, and New 
York, and no less a musician than Pade- 
rewski complimenting her on her fine ability 
as a pianist. 


The work of compiling, editing and mak- 
ing this magazine, including all writing of 
articles, making of pictures, etc., is given 
free of charge of any kind. The printing 
and cuts, however, must be paid for. Our 
plan does not allow advertising in the book, 
which might bring a revenue to meet our 
one expense. The magazine therefore must 
be sold, hence the price of 10 cents. Should 
there be a profit, it is given back again in 
some form of community service. 


On December 10th, 1924, MRS. EMMA WILTON GRAY, mother of our Miss 
Harriet Gray and Mrs. E. B. Trautman, and a charter member of the Community 


Sing, passed away. 


As long as she was able, she was a faithful attendant at the 


“Sings” and the Bowl concerts, and her keen enjoyment of the music which she loved, 
and her admiration for our director, Mr. Kirchhofer, of whom she was very fond, 
We miss her gracious presence, 


was apparent in her expressive kindly countenance. 


which was a benediction to us all. 
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THE BOWL, 1925 


OLLYWOOD is looking forward to 

her fourth year of “Symphonies 

under the Stars,” her ‘Festival Year.” 

She can rejoice that her past three 
years of unprecedented success have led up 
to one in which “all America is coming to 
sit under the Stars WITH us!” 

A community whose citizens come to- 
gether annually for a big “family dinner,” 
to plan the coming summer concerts, and 
then roll up their sleeves and make those 
concerts possible, is one indeed blessed and 
destined to achieve great things. On March 
21 the Annual Bowl Dinner in the Woman’s 
Club was a milestone toward this “season of 
great conductors,” just as, four years ago, 
the first dinner was the “starting line” for 
the first season of “symphonies for the peo- 
ple.” The concerts, belonging to the people, 
are planned by them, and never in closed 
cabinet meetings. 

Two hundred and fifty loyal and devoted 
workers are going from house to house, offer- 
ing other citizens a ten-dollar season ticket 
such as they could never hope to buy any- 
where else on earth! Without these 250 vol- 
unteer workers, what could we hope to do 
toward a single concert? “They are truly the 
“backbone of the community.” 

Fritz Reiner, whose Gypsy blood makes 
him a thrilling exponent of modernism in 
music, and of its romance and allure, will 
open the concerts on July 7, and remain for 
two weeks or more. Mr. Reiner, a Bohe- 
mian, has been with the Cincinnati Sym- 
phony Orchestra, and will conduct the New 
York Symphony next winter. Could any 
combination be happier than Fritz Reiner 
making Gypsy music in the Bowl? 

Ethel Leginska, that young American 
woman who has made Europe gasp, is com- 
ing to conduct the orchestra in one of her 
own compositions, playing the solo part, and 
conducting from the piano—a feat which no 
other woman has ever performed. She con- 
ducted three of the leading orchestras in 
Europe in this fashion last year, and made 
New York sit up and gaze in wonder this 
season. Brilliant, an individualist to the 
nth degree, Mme. Leginska was the first 
artist to appear on the stage in bobbed hair 
and boyish clothes. 

Rudolph Ganz, pianist, and conductor of 
the St. Louis Symphony Orchestra, is coming. 
Ganz is the idol of the great Middle West, 
and will play one of his own compositions, 
as soloist, at one concert. 

Howard Hanson is to be another guest 
conductor. He is a young American. who 
won the Prix de Rome, and now is the direc- 
tor of the Eastman School of Music. He was 
guest conductor for the Philharmonic of Los 
Angeles this year, doing his own composition, 
“Lux Aeterna.” 

Possibilities as conductors include Leonvold 
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Stokowski, whom Philadelphia adores as 
conductor of its Symphony Orchestra. Mr. 
Stokowski is intensely interested in com- 
munity music, and even gives some of his 
time to train a student orchestra, and to per- 
sonally lead the singing of Christmas carols 
in the streets of his city. He is one of our 
most brilliant young conductors, and invari-. 
ably conducts from memory—never a sheet 
of music before him! 

Another possibility is Sir Henry Wood, 
who for twenty years has been the leading 
figure in London musical life. This will 
make his debut in America, if he comes to 
the Bowl. And Walter Damrosch, “dean of 
American conductors,” of the New York 
Symphony, may come. 

This is to be a great educational season, 
an invaluable asset to this whole city, to 
every music student, every music lover, every 
university and high school student, and all 
who simply need beauty and relaxation and 
companionship. 

It is all due to the faith of this com- 
munity. No limit can be put to our possi- 
bilities, if we keep our pledge to one an- 
other. Charles E. Toberman is to be given 
much credit for the fine work he has done. 
His steady hand is always at the helm, his 
foresight and sound advice and personal en- 
thusiasm are what buoys us all up, and he 
typifies the interest which our business men 
and women feel in the bowl. He attends 
all the luncheons, all the meetings, and is 
always on hand and ready for whatever is 
to be done. He is a citizen we may well 
be proud of. 
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